ROBESPIERRE
to the deputies of the Third Estate to remedy these
matters; but Necker was still its idol, it was respectful to
the King and willing to cheer for the Duke of Orleans,
Later in the day Paris stood behind rows of French
and Swiss guards and watched the procession wend its
way towards the church of St. Louis, where the cere-
monies were to take place. The representatives of the
Third Estate came first, dressed in sombre black, with
little black silk capes thrown about their shoulders.
Next came the lower clergy, in soutanes; the bishops,
in purple; the nobility, glittering with gold and wearing
plumed hats; finally, the court. Paris cheered the Third
Estate, remained silent as the clergy and nobility filed
past (except a few vivas for Orleans), good-naturedly
applauded fat, pompous Louis for staging the show,
but treated the Queen with cold indifference.
Among the men in black Robespierre was one of the
least conspicuous. Paris, whose idol he was to become
eventually, had never even heard of him. The man
whom the Parisians pointed out to each other was a
homely man with a large head, the Count de Mirabeau,
deputy from Aix-en-Provence, who, in spite of his title,
had been elected by the Third Estate—a little ir-
regularly, it was said. Paris had heard of his amorous
escapades, his eloquence, his stormy career, his sojourn
in several prisons, his quarrels with his father, and
being stormy and amorous itself, was to take him to its
somewhat fickle heart. It was to mourn his untimely
end, reverently follow his body to the Pantheon, and
later—having changed its mind about him—approv-
ingly watch his remains taken from their honoured
resting-place and flung unceremoniously into a lonely
grave in an obscure cemetery.
When the procession had filed into the church
and all had seated themselves, the choir intoned the

